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BEATH of the QUEEN: 


H ! tis roo true !--- Our Scniſes lay amaz'd ; 

+ Like men but newly wakd we wildly eazd: 
Such ſtrokes of Fate at the firſt profpe&t ſeem 
D:{rders only of ſome frighttul Dream, 

Ts truc----the Hghing Nations ſpeak no leſs ; 
Too rruc- ---the mournful Kingdoms thus confeſs. 
Thc Hands, their Eyes, their & every drooping Head, 
Too plainly ccll----The Queen, The Queen is Dead ! 
She's dead, nor coud our yows cttcctual prove, 
Fate had rcſolv'd ow Bleſſing to remove. -— 
Cou'd Prayr's, cou'd thouſand Hecatombs attone 
Never Maria, hadit thou from us gone. 
Heaven was ungentle, Fate was too ſeverc, 
To a whole Nations ſighs to lend no pitying ear. 
The day on which thy Death we firſt deplore, 
10 /nnocence was ſacred once before, 
But now on thv account it ſhall be more. 
To raging Grict, hike ours, 'tis ſome allay 
To tc]} the Rory of that fatal day, 
But ch ! what arttul Muſe can paint our fears, 
Our Sighs and Vows, and our repeated Prayers, ; 
Our Hearts with Sorrow fill d, our Eyes with Tears? 
Hew does the Pricit to the throng'd Alter fly, 
So /he might live hinaſelt content ro dye ! 
His trembling Pull its motions takes from hers, 
And he her ſafery to his own prefers. 
Art {tands amaz'd and finds it {clt outdone, 
Apello's Sons their want of power own. 
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The Souldier weeps, nor is alham'd of Tears, 

Inglorious on all accounts but hers. 

Nav t#1lliam's (elf, whom danger nc're could fright, 

Trembics. and Shrinks, at the amazing fight : 

Undauntced He, the Gallick Thunder ſecs ; 

Dearth he has vanquiſh't in all Shapes bur this. 

Hardy, and Fearleſs as Romances c're 

Snppos'd their Heroes and their Lovers were ; 

He thakes, he finks, he dyes, the Heroe falls ; 

Brave tho he be, the tender part preyails. 

Achilles fo, his lov d Briſezs gone, 

Suſpends his Courage, and his Arms lays down. 

The Lords now mute are grown, the Commons lo, 

Yet both grve comfort, tho th.v want it too. 
Crucl difeaſe ! {tl faral ro the Hcit, 

To all thars fair, an enemy profett. 

Thy rage attacks the ſear of B:aury fUlll, 

And does or rudcly ſ-01l, or ficrcely kill : 

Envy and Death combin'd, no more could do, 

Here thou haſt ruind, and haſt murther'd too ; 

Here thou haſt kilPd, the Great, the Good, the Fair, 

Her thou haſt kill d, whom all things etſe would ſpare. 
0 Queen 

Docs angry Ncavn and unrcl:nting Fate 

Dctign ſome Publick Crifis to our State, 

And d:d they only for thy abſence wait 2 

Too good in our Calamiries to ſhare, 

Thee, the Deſtroying Angel was to ſpare, 

Heav'n could do nothing here, ciil thou waſt there. 
Bleſt Saint ! couldit thou from thy cclettial ſear 

See the fad face of our atflicted ſtate ; 

It there be room for Griet and Pity there, 

The joy of thoſe glad manſions 'rwou'd impaar. 
Bur oh! avert our ſad nuſgiving fears, 

Enough of vengeance now, enough of Tears 

In loling Thee alone, our guilty INation bears. 

Still may thy Piety protect our Iſle, 

Thy Guardian Genizs on thv Heroe ſmile. 
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His toils with Peace, his Arms with Conqueit crown 3 
Inſpire his Councils, and ſecure his Throne : 
And ſince this Arlas now alone docs bear 
Our Empircs mighty weight------ 
Unite in Aim thoſe Hearts which thou did(t ihare, 
And with a double Duty , ſoften double care. 
| And pardon Me, who thus in humble Verlſe, 
Attend a Mourner at thv Roval Hearſe 
Thoſe few hike Thee, who ſo much wonder raiſs, 
"Tis ſcarcc more hard to imitate, than praiſe. 
In vain we \trive thy Vertnes ro commend, 
In vain the reſt ro equal 7hee pretend. 
In Thee, bright excellence, was centred all 
Which we or Piety, or Virtue call ; 
In vain, would Poctry and Fancy ric 
To ſomewhat equal ro M A RI1 AS Eyes ; 
And Wir, and Art, thew Weakneſs muſt confeſs 
It they pretend her goodneſs to expreſs. 
Oh ! ſhe was innocent as Angels are, 
Chaſt, as thoſe happy Beings, and as Fair ? 
Adornd with Princecly Virtues as with Blood ; 
As great as Heay'n couuld make her and as good. 
Kind to cach nuſcrable wretches ſighs, 
Not Charitv, had more propitious Eyes ; 
Oh ! She gave all that miſery could crave 
Scarce Heavn it ſelf, more bountifully gaye. 
Hence 'tis we hear this Univerſal groan 
Since the great Pattern of our Age is gone, 
Sublime in Birth, in Beauty, and in State, 
But more 1n dying Good, than lying Great, 


M, S. 


\\ ARIA magne Britannis, 
|Y B Hibernie rec non Callie Reging 


Optime Maxime : 
Non modo inter [eginas, 
«ed O& C x0res, 
Sed & Faminas preflantijſime. 
I: cajus pettore, ft ullibi habitavit 
Netigio, Pietas, Miſericoraia, 
{Ft in Aula non inviſa ſolum 
Sed inaudita, Humilitas, 
F't quicquid in optimis ſeculis 
Heoneſftum & laude dignum audivit. 
Luam pro dignttate laudare 
Non poſſumus----- Utinam poſſemus ! 
Hanc tamen ſemper deſiderandam, 
Semper Heu .!) deflendam Anglis 
Febris ardens, El:x inſtar, 


(Luam extinguere non poſſent lachrymarum fiumina) 
Die nunc duplicinomine Innocenux facro, 


In curru flammeo ad Culum evexit 
Fruſtra, Lefor, expettabis ſuſpiria, 
Fruſlra lachrymas, 
Vulgaris indicia meroris, . 
Ingentibus conficimur doloribus, 
Minores loquactores aliquando extiterunt. 
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Carmen Funebre 
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By ROBERT SMIT H. 


Hic labor, hoc opus. Virg. 


Poets were Poets born not long ago : 
Not Nature, but the Queen makes Poets now. 
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T quantus ſtenit, & ſtabit Gzlrelmus in arnus ! 
Quem Britanma ſuis ſuperayit mollior armis 

Sola Venus, niridis oculis, primaq; juyenta. 
Eſt tener 1gnis amor1s iter, taciturnaqz peſtis 
Nulla v1 ferpitq;, domatque ferocia corda. 
Er quantus ſtetit, Ge ſtabit Gwlie/mus in armis! 
Quamyvis grata ſui pars dudum ayulſa reliquit 
Ingentiq; dolore, & duro yulnere victum. 
Ipfe ſua tantum dextra quaſi ſternitur Heros : 
Quem nec Galla quidem tellus ſtraviſſe triumphet, 
Sternere nec ſperet. Tam juſto, en ! ipſe dolori, 


Ipſc impar Bcllator, & acer ſpiritus impar 
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Rllacoris crat, Iam quantus agmine puictiro 
Virtutes Maria haduir, comneſa: duceſg: 
"mo >MEs VIEk! fuicies gras ſplendida morunt 
Falnas { aver, cn, Iingum, lentamg; ſenectaan 
ndivt, moralq; xgras, pravertiflir ipſa 
0, 34 iefnans, atg; urget ad optima-curſum. 
Parpurcus colge ille Dex vix unxerat ora, 
Ambroſiatq; genas tznero jam fore juycnte, 
(1548) Cano0s MOres, & taman oftendit anilem, 
Rege ſfuo Regina, & Coryux digna marita.,; 
-t rerum decus Anglarum, regniq; voluptas. 
Nan dum ardens Mazors fulgentibus ocyor armis 
bat 1n adverſas aces, iraſq. laceſlit ; 

4M cardes, {trageſq: accendit funcre multo 
Trans mare ( Dy meclius, quod tanta incendia belli 
:zud noltras tctigere domos): res mitior Anglas 
-{, donu fovit ; Regemg; oftendit, & ipſam 
?cinam :{ Tantas regnandi calluit artcs. 
ua dedit faciles ſomnos : triſtelq; procellas, 
Crudclcq; metus domuit, curaſq; rebelles. 
Nuac tandem dilapla manus elufit inanes, 
Eripiturq; oculis fugiens Regina : nec umbram 


jam muſer1 aſpicimus. 
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Ced fat crit, modo aum Britonum pater ile {uneritt 7 
Er vel adhuc ſupercſt. Nam quando extrema ſequutam 
Urgct fumma dies, atque iwrrem2abilis orcus 
Inſignem arripuit prxdam, & ſpolia ampla: dolores 
Vincere conatur, victufque affargere ſupra 
Ipſe ſuas vires, ammoſque extrema ferendo 
Excrcerc al:0s. Nobis fiquis tamen Orphexs, 

Qui cantuque Iyraqz vagas compeſcuit undas, 

Qui ſylvaſq; ferafq; domar; vaſta intima lethi 
Cantando penetret : Siquid fua carmma poſſunt, 
Si mollirc queant Erebum, Stygiamque paludem , 
Stagnantemg; Acheronta, & triſtem flectere Ditim; 
Eyocet ille animam pulchram, referatqz Britannam 
Eurydicen : parcat ſed lumina vertere retro, 


Ne retro ſublapſa comes quoque fallat euntem. 
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UPON THE 


Late Loſs of the QUEEN 


By ROBERT SMITH 


_ 
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Thers but meanly born, as meanly dye : 
One, or two neighbours mourn their deitiny, 
If once the Hero's gone, the Nation grieves : 
Without the Head, ſcarce half the Body lives. 
When Nature makes the very thing ſhe woud, 
A King, or Queen, ſhe aims at each man's good. 
Then lo Britannia in her humble Drels ! 
Whoſe Grief the Painter car'd not to cxpreſs, 
So caſt a gloomy ſhade around her Face. 
Her Shepherds penſively in artleſs Verſe 
Their rude, but Honeſt ſentiments Rehearſe : 
A rural ſymphony of unthought ſtrains 
From many a pipe, gives paſſion to the plains : 
The Plains are apprehenſive from the ſound, 
Thar their great Ceres can no more be found. 
1he Nymphs, ſo hypocritically coy, 
| That each bur ſeems t'avoid her am'rous Boy, 
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Startd Jiſt'ning now, to ev'cy weeping ſtrain : 

And as theſe play, they tenderly complain. 

The Grict 15 common: in great pain's the Iſle : 
He, who can laugh, muſt weep when others ſmile. 


But why (o ſhort her ſay ? ſo ſhore her Age ? 
All things, but Death, the Goddeſs cou'd allwage. 
Death ſure is common, and the Grave th' abode 
Where all mult dwell, for there we find the good, 
The deareſt ranſom wou'd be freely pay d 
For ſuch a Priſoner, ſo Auguſt a ſhade. 

Her Vertues with her Birth commenc'd ſo young, 
Some thought ſhe'd alway s live, ſome thought not long, 
In hcr- firſt dawning looks, an Infant mein 

She raisd our expectation of the Queen. 

A Qucen ſhe was : and ſuch, that ſhe declar'd 

A brave ambition to be loy'd; not fear'd : 

As ſhe engagd us by a milder way, 

The Duty was a Pleaſure to obey. 

For tho the Nature of the thing does prove, 

Our ſervice ſhou'd be nux'd with equal loye . 
Yet ſhou'd that abject Paſſion once rebel, 

Our Fear wou'd make us Slayes againſt our will. 
But upon ſweeter terms, ſhe made us yeild, 

Whilſt her great Warrior rang'd the duſty Field 2 
Such was the Art, and method of her Reign, 

But few, and thoſe were mad, that did complain, 
Her genius ſhow'd her how to draw the King 

In that ſevere, inimitable Thing, 
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His filence: in her Breaſt lay cloſely pent - 
Wiliams unknown deſigns of Goyernment. 
As when the Moon, a ſwift, but filent light, 
Has half perform d the buſineſs of the night, 
When this greatlower World is lull d aſleep 
No ſtorms abroad, to yex the Watry deep ; 
When Nature ſeems all dumb juſt fo ſerene, 
So {ilent, and fo huſh'd, was Britains Queen. 
Her goodneſs, while ſhe liv'd, the Hero try'd : 
Bur Grief he neyer knew, before ſhe dy'd. 
How bravely ſhe wou'd dye, her life forctold : 
Before her time inimitably old : 
Impaticnt to be good, preventing Age, 
Then had ſhe droye through Vertues mighty ſtage: 
When few begin to think of living well. ; 
This Heaven, and the Hero beſt can tell : 
For Heaven, and the Hero had their ſharc 
Both in her publick, and her private Carc. 
Marchleſs all Three, the Saint, the Queen, the Wite! 
Her Death the laſt great act of all her Lite ! 
From that ſhe Honour had, but we the Wound : 
A deeper till than that, the time we found : 
Snatcht by impaticnt Fate the goddeſs fled, 
And when we leaſt cou'd ſpare Her, then ſhe dy'd. 
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